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GETTING RID OF THE SPOILS SYSTEM DEADWOOD. 


G. W. Curris.—You don’t quite keep up with me, Mr. Cleveland. 
Grover Cievetanp.—You have got the easy end of the job, Mr. Curtis; but I mean to get there, all the same. 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 





|" MAY BE STRANGE to see a man of the Honorable John Sherman’s age 
vigorously scheming and plotting to get a nomination for the Presi- 
dency, in view of the fact that, although he has always been ready to 
take it, it has never been given to him in all the years that have passed 
since he reached the period of eligibility. Yet it is unnecessary to ask 
what Mr. John Sherman wants of the Presidency. He wants many things 
of it, and these things will readily suggest themselves to any one who 
knows Mr. Sherman’s political ideals and personal purposes. It is, how- 
ever, worth while inquiring what the country wants of Mr. Sherman when 
he proposes himself for that high office. So far as we can see, the country 
wants nothing of Sherman, and he has nothing to give the country. What 
does the Honorable John Sherman stand for?. What ideas does he repre- 
sent? To what great issues is he pledged? In what way does he seek 
to render special service to his fellow-citizens?* What are his reasons for 
thinking that he would make a better President than—well, than any 
man on the New York Stock Exchange? 


* * 

True, he has long been a member of the Republican party, in good 
standing. But the Republican party was organized to resist the introduc- 
tion of slavery into the territories of the United States, and it continued 
in existence to oppose the War of Secession, and it upheld the integrity 
of the Union, At present there is no slavery in the territories, or in the 
states, for that matter, and the integrity of the Union is no longer in 
question. True, he did his best to preserve a redeemable currency when 
a party of ignorant theorists tried to force an unlimited issue of irre- 
deemable paper money upon the country. But there is no Greenback 
party now; and the young man who will cast his maiden vote in 1888 
knows of the Greenbackers only as he knows of the Loco-Focos. The 
Greenbackers are only a tradition. Now, then, on what issue is Mr. Sher- 
man fighting? What are the evils he would combat, as President of the 
United States? What are the good ends for which he would labor? We 
can not find out. Whenever Mr. Sherman makes a speech north of 
what was once known as Mason and Dixon’s line, he tells us the Soath is 
still a solid confederation of disloyal states, anxious to undo the work done 
by the war; and from his fervid utterances we get the idea that if a Demo- 
cratic President be elected, pensions will be taken from the soldiers of the 
North and given to the soldiers of the South; that Southerners who in the 
past were slave-holders will be compensated for the loss of their slaves — 
that, in fact, a slave-holding oligarchy will be reéstablished in the Union. 
A Democratic President entered upon his duties on the 4th of March, 
1885, and none of these things has yet come to pass; yet are they living 
menaces in Mr. Sherman’s speech, 


* * 

If you will turn to the “‘ Life of Abraham Lincoln” in the Century 
Magazine for August, you will find that in 1859, Congressman John 
Sherman, of Ohio, being interrogated concerning his recommendation of 
a certain anti-slavery book, said:- ‘‘I] am opposed to any interference 
whatever by the people of the free States with the relations of master and 
slave in the slave states.” In 1887 we have a John Sherman, of Ohio, 
whose entire political stock-in-trade is his abhorrence of the institution of 
slavery. If we were to listen to this John Sherman we should get the 
idea that the Southern states, after a generation’s experience of the bless- 
ings of free labor has brought them to a prosperity of which they could 
not even dream in 1859, are desirous of going back to that infamous sys- 
tem which enslaved owner and chattel alike. Not that Mr. Sherman 
really entertains such an idea. He has lately traveled in the South, and 
has told the Southern people of his pleasure at finding them loyal, pros- 
perous, industrious and contented. No, indeed, he knows much better, 
or he would not talk as he does when he is in the North. If he really be- 
lieved that the South wanted anything of the sort, and was likely to get 
it through the success of the Democratic party, he would talk in a very 
different vein. Were the South once more “‘in the saddle,” were she, 
with the opinions and the purposes of 1859, to hold the supremacy she 
held in 1859, we should find this John Sherman of 1887 talking like that 
strangely different John Sherman of 1859, and telling us that he was op- 
posed to any interference whatever by the people of the free States with 
the relations of master and slave in the slave states, 
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The fact is, the Honorable John Sherman is just a straight, plain 
practical politician—a man who has no other guide than his own notion 
of whet is politic. When we come to discussing principles, we must leave 
him out. He believes that John Sherman ought to have a government 
office. ‘That is the one article of unchanging belief which he possesses, 
All his other views are subject to revision to suit the exigency of the 
moment. If he is in the South, he believes that the South is loyal and 
happy. If he finds himself in Iowa, he believes that the South is given 
over to internal dissension and is united only in hatred of the Union. 

* a * 

There are, actually, only two prominent candidates for the office of 
President who have political principles, and believe in them. We put 
aside, of course, the small fry—the Prohibitionists, who are in the field 
only to secure the enactment of such sumptuary laws as the Constitution 
forbids; the Socialists and the Land-Confiscators, who do not know 
what they really want, in this free country; the Friends of Labor, who 
do know what they want, and who want it in cold cash. Setting these 
aside, there are two men—Grover Cleveland and James G. Blaine. Mr. 
Blaine has a political creed. He believes in turning politics into a busi- 
ness for his own profit—in taking public office in order to make himself 
useful to capitalists and corporations in those various channels in which a 
legislator or an executive officer can be serviceable to men who wish to 
control legislation and the appointment of public functivnaries. He be- 
lieves in distributing the offices within his control among the people who 
will best help him in his speculations. He believes that all who disap- 
prove of sucha scheme of public service are dudes and Pharisees. Here 
is a creed simple, clear and comprehensible. Mr. Blaine certainly stands 
for a principle. 


* 
* * 


Mr. Cleveland believes in turning politics into a business—for the 
benefit of the people. He believes in carrying on the government as any 
honest business should be carried on—as well and as economically as pos- 
sible, with the aim of securing the best results for all interested. This is 
also a creed, and one that you would think would be generally acceptable, 
on the face of it. And yet Mr. Cleveland, in putting this plain and 
sound theory into action, is having harder work than any President of the 
United States has known, with the one exception of President Lincoln, 
The practical politicians of his own party how] at him because he really 
believes and tries to put in practice what he has solemnly professed before 
the people. The theoretical politicians scold him because he has not been 
able, in tiree years time, to utterly eradicate a political system opposed 
to his own in every detail, that has been established for the better part of 
half a century. It is an easy thing to have a stock-jobbing creed and to 
live up to it, or to have no creed at all, and to live up to any thing that 
is asked of you. But to make up your mind to do the right thing, regard- 
less of consequences, is very often a much more difficult matter. And 
when a man makes up his mind to this, and goes honestly to work, unde- 
terred by the fact that in four years neither he nor any other human being 
can undo what has been done in fifty years—why, this paper, for one, pro- 
poses to hold up that man’s hands. We are convinced that Mr. Cleveland 
is trying to give the people an honest, non-partisan government, on good 
business principles. If ever we find that we are mistaken, we shall let our 
readers know it. So far, we have only been strengthened in the conviction 
u on which we acted in 1884. 





We have received for the Fresh Air charities $3 from an anonymous 
friend in Omaha, $2 from ‘‘Sub Rosa,” N. Y., $10 from ‘South Brook- 
lyner,” $5 from W. D. Whipple, Governor’s Island, N. Y., and $5 from 
“Stout,” N. Y. This is well, as far as it goes; but will our friends 
please remember that, though it may have grown cooler in the country, 
the city air is hardly more wholesome for the babies than it was a month 
ago? May we remind them of an old story? A lady came home one 
winter day, cold and tired. ‘‘John,” she said to her man-of-all-work: 
“‘you had better put the cow in the barn before she freezes to death. 
It ’s wretchedly cold!” Then she sat down by the fire, put her feet in 
warm slippers, and drank a cup of hot tea. By and by she called the 
man again. ‘‘ John,” she said: ‘‘ you need n’t put the cow in the barn, 
I guess, It isn’t so cold as I thought it was.” 


We have discovered, with regret, that a trifling error has been made in the trans- 
fer of our MIDSUMMER Puck Prize Puzzle to the engraver’s plate, by which one section 
has been duplicated. The head thus wronged is composed of Nos. 45, 15, 66—which 
will be accepted as correct in spite of its disfigurement. Of course we do not count 
our own error against our puzzled readers, A Boston correspondent asks us if there 
are no errors in our MIDSUMMER PUCK Puzzle except the one above noted. There are 
none. It is very likely that in the making of an unusually large edition one or two of 
the guide-marks may, on some few sheets, be faintly printed; but the indications of 
the original sections are so clear that almost every sheet so far sent in shows that they 


have been easily found. 
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THE UNKNOWN. 





A Romance or THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. 
- 








Wi, 3S HAIR IT was weird and awful, and equally weird were his eyes; 

His general whole was something that was bound to create surprise; 
The very stride of his walk, the very wave of his hand, 
Suggested the pirate rover, or the chief of a brigand band. 


She sat on the bank and eyed him, and he eyed her back again, 
Till her heart it was fain to answer, and ask of his joy or his pain, 
** Perchance,” thought the maid: ‘‘it is he, the unknown man, 

who is said 

To have traveled in distant regions where the horned horse 
: shows his head; 

—w be Where the undismayed sea-serpent sits up on his tail and sings, —- 

And the flying giraffe bespreadeth the width of his wondrous wings; | 

Where the greatest of guys assemble—the Anthropophagi, 
And with pigmy races mingle and wink with a single eye. 
He may have ate snake or monkey, he may have ate roasted gnu, 
In the lonely and silent desert may have met with the queer emu; 
He may have been whirled in the maelstrom, have stood in the geyser hot, And my heart, until now so lonesome, goes straightway out unto him; 


s* 





He may, it is very likely, and then again he may not; And his most mysterious silence, when there is not a creature by, 
He may have been scalped by Indians, and all of that hair be a wig; Is a thing of which I am puzzled to guess at the reason why, 
There is something new in his get-up, romantic, meseems, in his rig. A man without conversation is a most insupportable cad, 


The thought of his great misfortunes makes both of my eyes grow dim, _ But it may be sorrow and goneness that have made his manners so bad,” 


He gazed at the fair young maiden, whose \ 
freckles he did not see— 

And scarcely, perhaps, had noted this being 
of mystery !— 

And he thought of his long, long walk in 
search of a watery spot 

Where he might take, at least, a foot-bath, 
and lave off his visage hot ; 

And he wished that the gentle maiden, in the 
blue Mother Hubbard gown, 

Would make it a thing convenient to take 
up her way to town, 

But it seemed to be scarcely likely, to judge 
from her lingering gaze, 

In which a mild touch of sorrow was blent 
with a meek amaze. 

He waited and waited and waited, for was 
not the brooklet there? 

Where else should he go for water? Oh, 
where could he go, oh, where? 

At last, with a maddened gesture, him down 
on the grass he laid, 

And gazed, with a glare of frenzy, at the 
face of the pensive maid. 

And far and yet near this maiden, and far 
and yet near this man, 

Continued their strange behavior till the 
shadows of night began 

To fall, and the maid. concluded to take up 
her way to town— — 

The shadows of night continued, as before, 
to keep falling down, 





On the morrow she sought the streamlet, but the mystic man was not there; He certainly wag an admirer, the first I have ever had. 
Ah! this she had feared from his gestures, which told of a wild despair: It was my reserve and my silence that drove him hopelessly mad!” 
“It seemingly seems, meseemeth,” she murmured in accents low ; As she spoke, the blue stream in passing brought back from the distance dim 


“He has sunk in the stream and perished, ah! how could J treat himso! A beautiful treasured relic—it is all that she has of him! 
C. A. M. 





TO A MOSQUITO. 





NHEAVENLY INSECT, that dost weirdly sing 
When in the blue the new moon, faintly glows, 
And drowsy zephyrs through the garden wing 
To kiss the labials of the dreaming rose; 
Oh, then, you softly light upon my nose 
And drive your needle in me to the hilt, 
While 1 make at you sundry fruitless blows ; 
And while I ’m being thusly by you spilt, 
To save my life I draw my head beneath the quilt. 





I’ve had the hornet banquet on my neck 
And raise a flaming lump behind my ear; 
I’ve had the hard crab all my. pleasure check 
And make me jump a furlong, pretty near; 
But, oh, New Jersey hawk, you ’re more than peer 
Of hornet, hard crab and all living things 
That bite and bore throughout their mad carcer; 
You are a snapping turtle built with wings; 
And when you ’re dead we say: ‘‘Muskeet, where are thy stings?” 


Last year with joy I know I filled your cup, 
Likewise your stomach, as | lay asleep;. 
But soon I gave just forty dollars up 
To buy the screens through which you can not creep; 
And now I sit inside and hear you weep 
Because you can’t get in to have a bite. 
I fan myself in rapture sweet and deep, 
And then my fragrant cigarette | light, 
And in sarcastic terms wish you a sweet good-night. 
R. K. M. 





THE PUBLIC PRIMER. 





Lesson J. 


H1Lp.—See, Father, see! There is a large Balloon about to Ascend. 
Let us Hast-en that we may Ob-tain a good View of It. Is it not 
a Fine Sight? 

Fatuer.—That is not a Balloon, my Son. It is a Prom-i-nent Ex- 
pon-ent of the Anti-Pov-er-ty Doctrine—hence his great-ness. Ob-serve 
how per-fect-ly his Co-los-sal Cor-po-rosity is ad-just-ed to the Width 
of the Streets. 

** Are all the Anti-Pov-er-ty men as great as this one, Father?” 

**No; this is an Ex-cep-tion-al Case, This man’s Ex-ces-sive Adi- 
pos-ity is the Ef-fect of a Belly-ful of Re-form.” 

‘*Poor man; he must be in great pain! Has he a belly-ful of Re- 
form now?” 

**No, he has not got his Belly-ful yet. ‘That 
is one of the Gifts of the Future, my Son, Neither 
is he in pain just now; but when the Dull Thud 
of Pub-lic Opin-ion is heard he will prob-ably - ~= 
have apart-ments to let in his Pres-ent abl 
Wear-ing ap-par-el.” i 

*« Are ther: Many Other Anti-Pov-er-ty ~~~ 
men, Father? And who are they?” 

““Yes; there are a Great Many 
other Anti-Pov-er-ty Dis-ci-ples, 
my. son. They are com-mon-ly 
known as Tramps.” 

**Do you not wish that you were 
One of these men, Father, that 
you might par-tici-pate in their 
Ju-bi-lee when their e-man-ci-pa- / Y 
tion from pov-er-ty’s bond - age 1 
takes place?” 

“That is not pos-si-ble, my son. UG 
The days of the Me-thu-se-lahs are (" 
past. J. Clayton Brace. 





A CHEROKEE HALF-BREED, without 
arms or legs, is on trial for 
murder. A man in that curtailed 
physical condition ought to hang 
without making a particularly un- 
pleasant exhibition of himself. 


OME LECTURERS get a couple of 
hundred a night; yet we are 
told that talk is cheap. 


BASE-BALL NOTE.— The heaviest 
batter in the country is in the 
restaurant buckwheat-cake, 


. THE ACME OF PREPARATION. 





British T'ar.—Blow me for a Kanaka slaver, boys, ’f them 
Yankee hain’t went ’n greased the water afore th’ race! 
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WHAT MAY BE EXPECTED TO OCCUR IN THE NEW 
CENTRAL PARK MENAGE. 


Mrs. Crowtey.—Ain’t this a nice time to be coming into 
your cage? If she were n’t so f-far away, I1’d go b-back to m-my 
m-mother to-night! 

Mr. Crow.tey.—Been ’lectin’ offishers down to th’ Turn- 
verein, m’ dear, I’m Preshident! 





HOME AGAIN. 

Rosinson (who has just returned from abroad, and is not only will- 
ing but anxious to tell everybody all about his trip).—Hello, Jones, I’m 
glad to see you. I’ve just got back, you know ! 

Jones.—Back from where? 

Rosinson.—Why, Europe! 

Jones.—That so? I’ve been away myself for.a couple of weeks, 
out West. The West is a great country, Robinson. I was surprised. 
Why, in certain portions of Illinois the— 

r Rosinson (with disgust ).—Excuse me, 
Jories; but I ’ve got to catch a train! 


! 
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A DOG POUND FRAGMENT. 
“*Chuck that broken-legged tar- 
rier over here, Bill; an’ if that 
bull-pup don’t shut up, stamp on 
him. That hound ’s got his head 
ketched; twist his tail, an’ while 
you ’re about it kick the teeth out 
**r that poodle what ’s chawing his 
rope. Dog for scientific inocula- 
tion purposes? No, sir, we don’t 
aheie> keep no such stock! ’f you want 
’r torture anythin’, go up ter 
Ward’s Island. We’se humane, 


we is!” 


USED ARBITRARILY. 

Lirtrte Boy.—Pa, what does 
‘* phenomenal” mean ? 

Fatuer.—It is a word used by 
the citizens of I]linois, lowa, Kan- 
sas and Nebraska, when they re- 
fer to the growth of their respect- 
ive towns, It does n’t mean 
much. 


IN THE MONTHS WITH- 
OUT AN R. 

Fish Deater.—Here, keep out 
of that ice-box! What ’yer after? 

Excirep Parry.—My wife has 
eloped with the druggist on the 
corner, and his store is closed! Be- 
tween the two afflictions I am in 
the last Deadwood stages of des- 
peration. Gimme an oyster! 
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NEWPORT—ON THE SECOND BEACH. 


Mrs. Bonnecuarp (0f Modile).—J can’t stand it 
any longer. You must take me in, Felix! 

Mr. Bonnecuarp.—A/ust with you is must, Anas- 
tasia; but J thought I had knuckled down enough 
to Northern sentiment when I left off my vest. 


NOTES FROM NEWPORT. 


THINGS HAVE CHANGED. 


You remember, Bess, and I do, 
When we left ‘‘ Boscarawon,” 
On the cliffs, below the Bath-road, 
How the beach was looked upon. 
How the Johns, Joans and Bridgets 
Used to splash and yell and play. 
Here we’re back from three years’ travel, 
Where are J’s and B’s to-day? 


TO BE TAKEN IN THE ENGLISH SENSE. 


Spray with salty crystals glist’ning, 
Limpid squeals as water laves, 
Breeze from boundless ocean prairies, 
Dainty forms afloat on waves. 
““Why can’t we go join the bathers? 
I should like—I know I should—” 
‘Easy, Mary, just remember 
You ’re from Oshkosh; form ’s not good, 
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A NEWPORT ZEPHYR. 


SHe.—Is n’t that Miss Cleminshaw coming out? 

He.—I really can’t say. When Miss Cleminshaw 
came out Jast winter, she wore about the same tog- 
gerv as that; but it was lower down on her. 
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COW-BOYS. 








“HE AMOUNT OF TALK now current con- 
cerning cow-boys goes to show an extreme for- 
getfulness of the proverb that enough is as good 
as a feast; or else a degree of mental weakness 
unparalelled among the earliest life-forms, One 
$@ would think, from the papers, that the popula- 
(gm; tion of this great rondure comprised only cow- 
boys—with just a sufficient number of effete 
scholars and spiritless dudes to set the manly, 

’ _% > dashing bull-whackers off to a proper advantage. 
We have cow-boy for breakfast, cow-boy for lunch, cow-boy for dinner ; 
the only thing that we do not have, being the very thing we should have, 
and that is, cow-boy @ /a fourchette. Pugilistically speaking, we Eastern 
men would not object to eating a few cow-boys occasionally, by way of 
variety (show); but as an article of steady diet, they pall on us. 

The horrified imagination will question as to when this outrage is to 
culminate, Is one to suppose that, this decade over, the cow-boy will have 
grown into a cow-man? And that, after a little further lapse of time, he 
will become a cow-angel? A manly, dashing cow-angel, set off to high 
advantage by pale intellectual spirits and dude seraphim? On espére gue 
non. 

Recently, I had the qualified pleasure of taking a trip with a party 
of four by rail. The pleasure lay in the fact that two of the party were 
N. Y. men; the qualification, in the fact that the other two were cattle- 
men. We occupied the smoking-room together. As soon as might be, the 
Westerners allowed it to transpire that they were cow-boys. We began 
to fear. One of the N. Y. men asked if among cow-boys life was held as 
lightly as the press reported. The cow-boys smiled encouragingly, and 
said: ‘*No; generally, if a tenderfoot treats the cow-boys white, they ’!l 
treat him white. You get on the right side of the cow-boys, and you ’re 
all right.” The N. Y. man said he ‘‘ supposed so;” and we all gave a sigh 
of relief at finding that, after all, cow-boys were only human. Our West- 
ern friends felt that we were not regarding the subject with sufficient awe. 

‘But you ’ve got to get on their right side. If you don’t, I would n’t 
give THaT for your life.” The N. Y. man opened his eyes, ‘‘ You can’t 
put on frills with cow-boys, ’cus they won’t stand it. You wear that hat 
‘out in Round Up, and they ’d shoot it full of holes” The N. Y. man 
moved the offensive hat uneasily. ‘‘ A cow-doy is a cow-boy. If he likes 
you, all right. But if he don’t happen to kitten to your style ”—the speaker 
jerked his thumb nonchalantly to the left—*‘ Good-bye!” 

‘* Good-éye /” echoed the second cow-boy, significantly. 

**You’ve got to understand ’em.” The cow-boys now expanded and 
seemed to carry the idea that a life-time could be profitably spent in study- 
ing the deep subtleties of bull-whackers. ‘‘If you don’t understand ’em, 
some day you ’Il run across ’em 4nd—good-bye!” 

“But if a man goes ahead and minds his own business, they won’t 
trouble him?” The N. Y. man was alive with interest. 

“* Generally speaking,” the cow-boys said, ‘‘ No.” And when they had 
sufficiently enjoyed our cowardly relief, they qualified their first statement 
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Tue True Inwarpness or THe “Society Cotumn.”. 

Excited Inpivipvat.—-Here, boy, gimme thirty-four copies 
of last Saturday’s paper, where it says that J. B. Gubbs is one 
of the prominent arrivals at Long Branch! Hurry up, please! 
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by adding: ‘‘ Generally speaking, Yes.” On the one side, they gave cases of 
men who had minded their own business, and thus managed to live as long 
as a year, on the other hand, instances of men who had not survived 
more than ten minutes. They thought that a man ought to consider him- 
self lucky if he did n’t get killed the first six months, no matter what he 
did. Hardly believed that six months was a short enough average— 
thought ¢#ree months might be nearer. You could n’t tell. Depended on 
how the cow-boys were feeling. They might shoot you right off, and they 
might wait as much as a couple of weeks. A cow-boy was a cow-boy, and 
that was all you could say. You’d got to know ’em. Being questioned, 
admitted that even if you did know ’em, you were likely to get killed any 
way. It was a fine country. They themselves could not be induced to 
live in the East, where there was no spirit. They were still carrying their 
** guns,” and proposed to be men wherever they were. 

By this time the N. Y. man was filled with horror. He saw these 
men about to interject their ruthless code into the East. The cow-boys 
were in fine feather over the effect they had produced. They laughed 
loftily at his fears, as one laughs at the fears of children; and, presently, 
they began to direct their slaughterous tales only to each other. They 
seemed like two demons putting about, with keen enjoyment, a bottle of 








liquid fire, and amiably refraining from pressing it on terrified mortals. 
When they had slapped each other on the back over a dozen massacres, 
one of them said that he did not like to criticise, for a cow-boy would be 
a cow-boy; but, sometimes, they did seem to be a little too free. 

“*I was going into Hawk’s saloon one day, and behind me was a ten- 
derfoot. They found out afterwards, from papers on him, that he was 
from Boston, At the bar was a mar taking a drink. He was pretty full, 
and in coming out he lurched against the tenderfoot. I got out my gun, 
thinking there might be some shooting, and, as I had nothing in particular 
to do, thought Id take a hand in it. But the tenderfoot had no sand— 
he steps aside and walks on, Well, sir, a cow-boy in rear starts up, pulls 
a gun, slaps it in the Boston man’s face and says: ‘That was my brother 
you run against; I don’t allow no man to run against my family ;’ and 
drops him.” 

The N. Y. man believed every word. ‘Did it kill him? 

** Good-bye!” said the nonchalant therough-bred. 

** Good-bye!” said the other expert. 

**And what did you do?” The eyes of the N. Y. man flashed v. ith 
joyful expectations, 

“* Nothing.” 

The N. Y. man had never been so bitterly disappointed in his life. 
“Do you mean to say you did n’t shoot him? Do you mean it? What 
the West needs is men. It nceds men. And it’s just such g-g-g-g-led-eyed 
curs as you that set a premium on murder there. What a cur-r-r you 
must be!” And the N. Y. man shook his fist in the truculent cow-boy’s 
face and strode out. We followed. And if after that episode there was 
any difference between those two bold scourers of the plains and two pill 
clerks, it was not visible to the eye. Wiustown Fisu. 


Pucx’s CuHotrra Mixture. 


Take equal parts of: 
Tincture of Cucumber. 
Tincture of Green Corn, 
Essence of Ice Water. 
Spirits of Juniper Berry. 
Essence of Lobster Salad. 
Tincture of Schooner of Beer. 
Mix well. Dose according to age and previous condition. One dose 
will be enough. This mixture will be found excellent for cholera, and will 
save doctor’s bills. 














PUCK. 


EXTRACTS FROM THE NE\WSPAPERS. 


The Tribune. 


Cuats Witrn Weti-Known PEop te. 


X-DEPUTY SHERIFF, of Chemung County, was whiling 
E away an evening in the city in the corridor of the 
Fifth Avenue Hotel. He expressed himself as 
hopeful of the success of the Republican Party in his 
district, and was confident of his ability to influence at 
least six votes. 

The ex-Deputy Sheriff criticised severely Mr. 
Cleveland’s administration, considering him little better 
than a Rebel, and predicted the nomination and elec- 
tion of Mr. Blaine in ’88 by an overwhelming majority. 

The genial and talented editor of the Montana 
Clarion was seen strolling down Broadway yesterday, 
clad in a light yellow duster, and with a broad-brim- 
med hat carried jauntily in his hand. 

When questioned as to the political outlook, the 
genial editor grew energetic, and with an indignant 
wave of his hand and broad-brimmed hat (to the in- 
convenience of a passing lady, whose conversational 
powers were interrupted by a section of the brim), de- 
nounced in vigorous and just terms Mr. Cleveland and his administra- 
tion, which he considered disastrous to the country. He gave a very 
striking instance of the hypocrisy and pretence of the Democratic Party 
in the case of his son-in-law, whose application for the post-office of Griz- 
zly Cafion was rejected, although backed by the most prominent citizens 
of the county, merely because he had shot a cow-boy who accused him 
of cheating at poker. 

The editor said, however, that he thought he had throroughly ex- 
posed the sham pretence at reform and the low hypocrisy of the adminis- 
tration in the C/aréon, and that the Republicans would return in ’89 with 
sweeping majorities, and restore the old order of things. He considered 
Mr. Blaine the most pure-minded, unselfish and modest of all our states- 
men, and by all! odds the most talented. 

Colonel Tarboy was found refreshing himself with a cooling bever- 
age at the New York Hotel yesterday afternoon. 

When asked about the condition of the negros in North Carolina, 
the Colonel, stimulated by the wrongs of his fellow-citizens and another 
gin-fizz, grew eloquent and narrated stories of outrages which it would 
take half the columns of the 7rzbune to contain. One of the most strik- 
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A HOME DELICACY. 


Mrs, Catesby is giving a small rock-party at Nahant, and 
the footman has been left in charge of the luncheon 

Mrs. Catessy.— What is it, Michael? 

Micuaet.—It’s this way, ma’am. Mrs. Grill, thot leddy 
from Chinchinnatty, kem up to th’ wagon, an’ axed me had Oi 
anny ham. She tuk th’ whole wan, ma’am, wid a knife an’ for-rk, 
an’ dishappeared in th’ thicket, ma’am, axin’ me to tell yez she 
did n’t care fer anny loonch, 


403 





SION OF UNCONGENIAL LABOR. 


A DIVI 

Leaver.—Herr Badenstein, you vos ged more lazier effery 
days! 

Herr Bapenstein.—Shood up! 
ven we blays dot tam Poulanger’s Margch, it is enough for any 


If I jiggles mine fingers 


Cherman batrict to do. 
himselluf' 


Te poy, he vos Frainch, unt enchoys 


ing and characteristic was that of an intelligent young negro, who had 
acted as the Colonel’s political manager in the last campaign, and who was 
brutally lynched by a party of Democrats on the suspicion that he had 
murdered an old lady and wounded her daughter, and with no proof ex- 
cept the dying confession of the old lady and the identification of the 
girl, Owing to this summary treatment of his political henchman, and 
the refusal to count the votes of some hundreds of negros on the ground 
that they came from an adjoining county, the Colonel was defeated in the 
election, and a Democrat sent to Congress in his stead. The other in- 
stances of the outrages perpetrated by the Democrats on the colored race 
were almost as striking as this. 
The 
EprroriaL. 


Tribune. 


Were the Mugwump papers and Administration journals not totally 
blind in their adulation of the President and the Administration, the 
evidence constantly thrust upon them of the corruption, the thin-veiled 
hypocrisy, the sham reform, and the outrages in the South which so char- 
acterize the Democratic Party, v. ould have convinced them of the fatal mis- 
take the country made in ’84, and of the necessity of repairing it in ’88. 

But, if further proof were needed, it can be found in another col- 
umn, where twO-most, monstrous instances of injustice and tyranny are 
related; the’one in the Northwest and the other in the South. It is very 
evident, from our. reporter’s conversation with the ex-Deputy Sheriff of 
Chemung, Colonel 'Tarboy and the editor of the Montana C/arson, that 
whatever popularity the President enjoyed is rapidly waning, and that the 
supremacy of the Democratic Party will be as short-lived as it has proved 
disastrous, W. Af. G. 







A COMPLIMENT. 


Miss Ciara. — Mr. 
Tunniweight, in his 
clumsy way, paid me 
quite a compliment last 
evening. 

Miss Erxet. — What 
did he say? 

Miss Crara.—He said I 
was like sugar, 

Miss Eruer.—That ’s very 
true, Clara. There is a good deal 
of sand about you. 
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PUCK. 


A SIMPLE REQUEST COMPLIED WITH. 


Z 


ps 


TraveLer.—I beg your pardon, Sir; will you oblige me with a light? 


AN ERROR FOR THE HUMORIST. 





HERE Is a sort of humorist whose manuscript turns up in this office with 

T the utmost regularity, and goes out of it with the utmost regularity. 

This is the man with the joke about the young lover and the father 
with a large boot and a larger bull-dog. 

This merry-maker is spending a large portion of his substance in 
postage-stamps, and common humanity demands some interference on our 
part. We can not let him go down to the poor-house without some at- 
tempt to steer him toward the right course. 

Bull-dogs? Boots? Gentle Idiot, there are no bull-dogs, there are 
no boots for the young man who comes a-courting now-a-days. He must 
be a worthless character, indeed, if he be not welcome in the house of 
many daughters. 

Dear Idiot, the path of the marrying young man is strewn with roses. 
He is not a man to be snubbed and slighted; he is a man to be wel- 
comed with great joy, and with timbals, and with the sound of the sack- 
but. The mother bows down when she meets him, and the father goes 
unto the front gate to bid him enter. A feast is provided for him, and a 
great entertainment; and free-lunch is spread on both sides of the path 
that leads unto the house-door. 

Know you not, Sweet Idiot, that it 
costs a dollar or two to keep a daughter [ 
in decorative idleness? If a horse may 
be said to eat his head off, what shall we 
say of a young woman whose heaviest 
burden is her winter bonnet? 

Nay, Fair Idiot, there is no one in 
that young woman’s family who has aught 
to say against the young man who deigns 
to visit her with matrimonial intent. 
Well does that young man know that his y 
father-in-law-to-be will never support ° _ 
him. The main question with him is 
slightly different. He has to make sure 
that he will not have to support his -  .« CB ie 
father-in-law, 

For, be it known to you, O Idiot, it mete: F 
is the young men who are making money ;  ' 
it is the old men who are paying interest 
on mortgages. The time has gone by 
when a man had to marry at twenty for 
fear of being called an ‘‘old bach” at 
thirty. There are no old bachelors now. 
The man of forty is a charming young 
fellow, if he is unmarried. Everybody 
courts him. Everybody asks him to din- 
ner. He has to learn to spar, so to speak, 
to keep off eligible daughters. Bull-dogs? 

Boots? Why, the man’s ears are deaf 
with listening to the praises of Jane Ma- 
tilda and Maud Louise. 

If you must write of such matters, 
Wild Idiot, write of the shining truth. 
Write down the fact that Charles Augus- 
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SIMPLE—CHEAP EFFECTIVE! 





Human Snaxe.—Certainly, Sir. 


tus, be he ever so homely, ever so mean and small, ever so vicious and ill- 
bred, is made at home in the family circle, because it may come to pass 
that he will look with favorable eyes upon Charlotte Augusta, and wed 
her, in the end, if he is given sufficient encouragement. 

Write of this, and your tales will be printed. Down into oblivion, 
with the dullest and most sickening thud known to our nineteenth century 
civilization, have gone your merry jests about booted and bull-dogged 
parents, for the truth was not in them, Arouse yourself! Trumpet forth 
to the world the fact that a young man who can support a wife is at pres- 
ent selling at about two hundred per cent. premium—and strike a popular 
chord. Bull-dogs? Boots? Write of young men who would give good 
money if they could get out of a house full of daughters—or, even, full 
of one daughter—as easily as they could get in, 





Sounp apvice.— The 7hzstle: Ah, there! The Volunteer: Stay there! 


T Is FORTUNATE for the cats that women can’t purr. It would bea 
cold day for the cats if they could. 


HE FacT that Nebuchadnezzar had to eat grass leads us to believe that 
he must have been a member of an early Anti-Poverty Society. 


UR PRIVATE CHINESE PHILOSOPHER gives it as his opinion 
that a place that is too cold to live in during the winter, 
and too hot to live in during the summer, is really not a fit 
place to live in at all. But we don’t agree with him. Every- 
thing is all right. The daily sweltering we go through just 
at present is necessary to destroy the effect of the bliz- 
zards of last February. Is it hot enough for us? Oh, 
no; it is not half hot enough for us ! 


BA} 
Mi dn EAR MR, Ives.—We believe that there 
WN ii D are several excellent fifty-cent table- 
d’héte dinners to be had in Bleecker Street. 

Special rates to young Napoleons of Finance. 


HE YOUNG MEN who wear pink cross-bar 
shirts and white collars make up the 
tail of the Great Procession. 


GAUNT DESPAIR. 


He.—Where ’s my razor? 
Sue.—Why, you shaved this morning! 
He.—I know it; but I want to use it again. 
Sue. — Oh, William! What 
means that pallid face, that glassy 
stare, and those quaking limbs? 
He.—I thought T had success- 
fully completed Puck’s five-hun- 
dred-dollar puzzle, and at the last 
moment I find I have two beards, 
three heads of hair, four eyes, and 
an ear on my hands. Life is not 
worth the living if I ’ve got to make 
Henry George out of that material! 
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STaRTING, 

[ Terminus of the Great Boreal R. R. Tue Stace waiting. Enter 
Train, which pours forth a hustling throng of Pextursep and Perspir- 
inc Pitcrims. | 

Omnes.— This way, Maria, and keep close to me, or we’ll never 
get a seat. For goodness sake, Charles, where are all the children? I can’t 
count but seven. I wonder whether he comes with us—the one with the 
brown moustache, I mean, of course. Heavens, you ’re a perfect mass of 
cinders! And you look like a full-blown peony! I’m going where she 
does, if I have to walk all the way—good-bye! Oh, Robert, Robert! 
All our trunks have gone up the branch road, and we have n’t a single 
thing except what we stand in! 

IrresoLuTe Person (who has been in an agony of indecision all the 
way up).—Well, now, I really must make up my mind. Shall I go to 
Crawfish’s or the Silhouette? Both are good houses; but I rather think 
I prefer the Silhouette—or would, if it was n’t for the peculiar advantages 
of Crawfish’s—and yet, possibly the Silhouette is a little the better— 
although I don’t know, after all, that it is—for Crawfish’s is beautifully 
situated—but so is the Silhouette—and then, again, perhaps not quite so— 
and I might try Crawfish’s—or would n’t it be wiser to go to the other 
place ?—Crawfish’s or the Silhouette—the Silhouette or Crawfish’s—the 
Sil—Hullo, all the stages have gone, and I can’t go anywhere! Yes, I 
can, though—back home! (And he does.) 
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Tue Driver (calmly surveying Anxious Appicants for the box 
seat).—No; sit back thar, behind—yeu’re tew hefty fur this seat. Better 
sit inside, marm, ’t.’z goin’ t’ be prutty hot t’? day. Don’ c’m ’p here, 
sonny-—no chance fur ye. This place ’ngaged? Guess so. I don’ wan’ 
no cigar—don’ smoke. Git inside, mister, thar ’s slathers of 0’ room. 
Yew ’re tew light—stage wun’t balance. Fifty cents? Wut’s thet fur— 
tryin’ tew bribe me, be ye? Five dollars? J’roos’lem, kim right straight 
up, sir; yew ’re th’ man I bin a-lookin’ fur—nuther tew light n’ yit tew 
hefty; but jist right! [All riddy! G’lang!] (And the box seat is filled.) 

Aunt (severely ).—Cora, the way you’re going on with young Masher 
is disgraceful. Coming home from the picnic you and he were a mile be- 
hind the others, , 

Cora.—He could n’t keep up with them. His horse was too slow. 

Aunt.—And last evening he sat out with you until nearly midnight. 

Cora.—He did n’t know how late it was. His watch was too slow. 

Aunt.—And here he is on the same stage. 

Cora.—He missed connecting with the other one. 
too slow. 

Aunt.—Therefore you will please understand that you must not see 
him again, 

Cora.—I think I shall, though, for I promised to marry him; so, 
aunt, you’re too slow! 


His train was 


Hatr-Way Tuere. 
[ Everybody tolerably sociable by this time. Warm and dusty. | 
Instructive Nuisance (who has been over the road before ).—Ob- 
serve that high cliff on the right. It is called “ Lucilla’s Leap,” from the 
touching circumstance that, one hundred and twenty-seven years ago this 
month, a young maiden, driven insane by unrequited affection, threw her- 
self over the precipice, and, horrible to relate, was dashed to pieces! 


HEARD ON Any 
RC—b. 
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IrrevereNT Listener.—Bound to make one mash if she could n’t 
make another, eh? (/s crushed beneath general condemnation, ) 

Tor.—Phew! It’s terribly hot, is n’t it? 

Frep.—Why don’t you raise your umbrella? 
yourself. 

Jor.—I ’ve only one week’s vacation, and I’ve got to get sunburn 
enough to make the people think I’ve been away a month. -( Continues 
to bake.) 

Tue Driver.—Yes, it’s ’n all-fired hard biznis, this drivin’ stage. 
(Git up, thar, Bill!) Start ’t six ’n th’ mornin’, ’n’ (Hirrup, Jake, whar 
be ye?) make a trip daown t’ th’ deepot, ’n’ then (Yew, Bill, git!) turn 
roun’ ’n’ kim back, ’n’ all fur (Quit bitin’ Jerry!) thirty dollars a month, 
’n’ board m’s’lf (G’lang!), which is a thunderin’ way off from bein’ a 
cap’t’list, now, ain’t it? (Take thet, ’n’ thet, ’n’ thet, ef you wan’s git!) 


You ’re just baking 


ARRIVING, 
[Tue Srace halts before Hotel, and exchanges broadsides with Tue 
Piazza. | 
( GentLemen.—By Jove, what a lot of girls! We’ve dropped 


into clover, sure enough. They say there ’s no barber here, and you 
have to shave yourself. Hallo, Frank, what are you doing so far 
from home? There’s a man who owes me fifty dollars. Rather a 
queer set the men are, I should say. I can’t see but one lawn-tennis 
set, and there don’t seem to be any billiard-room. Now, Jack, we 
must have a room, if cheek will get one. I’m going to make the ac- 
quaintance of the girl in blue, if I die for it! 

Lapirs.—Oh, dear, they seem very dressy here; and I ’ve only 
my second-best gown with me. How those creatures stare! That 
horrid thing with eye-glasses is making fun of me, 1 know! The 


THe Stace. 
Bun 
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lady on the right has one of those new-style hats, do you notice? 
How like frights we must look—I’m simply buried in dust. Oh, 
there ’’s Aunt Martha and Sophie and all the girls—how splendid! 
| Aunt Martha! Aunt Martha! Here we are! 


( GentTLeMeN.—There are four pretty girls, two fair to middling, 
and two no grade—not so bad for one load. Great Scott, there ’s 
the girl who threw me over last spring—I ’Il leave in the morning! 
Charley, old man, how are you? You’ve come just in the nick of 
time—tell you later. Who’s the party in gaiters? No, Belle, of 
course I don’t know her—only—ah—I fancied 1’d seen her before. 
j If that dude looks at Mollie again, I ’Il— 
Lapies.—W hat a forlorn-looking set! No, I don’t think she’s 

a bit pretty—I ’m surprised at you, Fred! That’s a last year’s dress! 
Impudence! Did you see him smile at me? That must be a bridal 
couple. The girl in the duster lives in our street; but we don’t 
visit—she ’s groceries, or something. Well, altogether, I don’t think 
this much of an addition to our society. Let’s go in and find out 
(who they are. (And the register becomes the centre of attraction. ) 


Manley H. Pike. 


THe Piazza. 
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Glass of (so-called) French 
Brandy or Old Whiskey 
taken for Colic or Cramp 

will frequently produce tempo- 
rary relief, but IT is merely 
temporary, and the dose of 
Brandy (?) if very fine costs 
40 cents, or Whiskey 25 Cents. 
If no relief is produced by this, 
the usual tendency is to repeat 
the dose, in which case the in- 
vestmentis doubled, and some- 
times trebled, and the patient’s 
stomach, as well as his head, 
the worse for wear. 

In cases of Cramp or Colic 
prompt and decisive action is 
required. Two teaspoonsful of 
BROWN’S GINGER, costing 
5 cents, at most, will produce, 
if used in a small glassful of 
hot boiling water, all the good 
effect possible from the first 
dose of REAL Cognac, and has 
none of the re-action which is 
so objectionable. If it is ne- 
cessary to repeat the dose there 
is 19 fear of any inebriating 
effect. It will save your money, 
save your tissues, save your 
stomach; you will keep your 
head and lose your aches and 
pains. 


REMEMBER! 


The GENUINE BROWN’S 
GINGER has been made for 
nearly sixty years in Philadel- 
phia, by 


Frederick Brown. 











One Agent (Merchant only) wanted in every town for 





Demand unprecedented. R.V ANSILL & CO., Chicago 


eo MUSEE. 55 West 23rd Street. 





Munczi Lajos and Prince 
Paul Esterhazy’s Orchestra. Daily two Grand Con- 
certs. Admission, 50 cents; Sundays, 25 cents. 





Type- -setting easy, printed Iretietions Send 2 stamps for 
catalogue presses, type, cards, &c., to the factory, 
17 


KELSEY &'CO., Meriden, Conn, 


a: Print Your Own Cards! 
PRESS, $3; Circular size press, $8; Newspaper R $44. 








PUCK. 


I am 
A clam; 
Come learn of me 
Unclouded peace and calm content, 
Serene, supreme tranquility 
Where thoughtless dreams and dreamless thoughts 
are blent; 

When the salt tide is rising to the flood, 

In billows blue my placid pulp I lave; 
And when it ebbs I slumber in the mud, 

Content alike with ooze or crystal wave. 
I do not shudder when in chowders stewed, 

Nor when the Coney Islander engulfs me raw; 
When in the Church Soup’s dreary solitude 

Alone I wander, do I shudder? Naw! 
If jarring tempests beat upon my bed, 

Or Summer peace there be, 
I do not care; as I have said, 

All’s one to me; 

A clam 
I am.—Brooklyn Eagle, 


O.tp Heavywaite (severely).—I can’t under- 
stand how you find so much time to devote to 
base-ball. 

Youne Lirewarre (gayly).—Because business 
is dull, 

O.p Heavywaire (as before).—And why is 
business dull? 

Youne Litewaite (reflectively ).—Because I 
have so much time to devote to base-ball.— 
Harper’s Bazar. 

First Brewer.—lI see that five thousand Indi- 
ans have gone from Briti#i America to Washing- 
ton Territory to pick hops. 

Seconp Brewer.— What are hops? 

First Brewer.—Blamed if I know. That’s 
what I was going to ask you.—P2ttsburgh Tele- 
graph. 

Tue “all hail ” poets of this country, who have 
just recovered from the severe mental strain of 
finding a rhyme for ‘‘ Kapiolani,” are paralyzed 
to learn that the Siamese Prince, Kron Luang 
Devawongse Varoprakaw, has arrived.— Wash- 
ington Critic. 


UNDERWOOD 


SPRING WATER. 
The Best Table Water in the World. 


PREVENTS BRIGHT’S DISEASE. 
Orrice: 18 Vesey St., N. Y. City. 


To ConsumPTives 


Use WINCHESTER’S HYPOPHOSERITE oF ag 
anD SODA. - For Consumption, ak Le 
Coughs, Asthm ma, Bronchitis and General Debit ity 
it is an acknowledged Specific Remedy. TRY I 
Price, $1 and $@ per bottle. Prepared only og 
WINCHESTER & CO., Chemists, 


Sold by Druggists. 162 William St., New York. 











THE CELEBRATED 


& bein JS 


Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists, 
Warerooms: 149, 151, 153, 155 E. 14th St., N. Y. 


SOHMER & CoO. 


BHICAREL AULA, Bos Waiechegtnu 
SAN FRA Sor Cal! 922 Market St. 


COLEMAN 
NAT’L BUSINESS COLLEGE. 


NEWARK, N. J. Gives the nest, sHORTEST, 
CHEAPEST and most THOROUGH course of BusINESs 
TratninG of any school in ———- For catalogue, address 


372 -co. EMAN, Pres. 


BReEH 


FEL 


ADJUSTABLE CLEANSER 
AND POLISHER. 








Endorsed by the Profession. 
Has the following eovantenn over the old bristle 
ag Sg —, sties. pHoneiret a 
er. oose Bristies. on-lIrritat 
the Cums. Powdered R re 9 ~ 


For sale by all dealers in bog ne or he mail 


for 60c. by THE HORSEY M F’G CO, Uticr N.Y. 380 


JOSEPH GILLOTTS 
STEEL PENS 


GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPOSITION 1878. 
Nos, 303-404—-170-604. 


THE MOST PERFECT OF PENS, 


315 








A. WEIDMANN. 


No. 306 Broadway, Corner Duane Street, New York. 
Importer and Manufacturer of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and 
other Material for Costumes, etc. * 


W. L. DOUCLAS 
$3 SHOE. jx 


The only SS EAMLESS 
Shoe in ane world. 
Finest Gait, perfect fit — 
See. o- ss Button K 

and Lace, all styles Ss 
stylish and durable as oH 















ioe - stamped 
Boys all wear the W. L L. DOUGLAS $2 SHOE. 
It _, gener qocans not ;keep them send your name on 
tal to W S, Brockton, Mass. 46, 









PICKINGS FROM Puck, I, II and III Crops. 
Price, Twenty-Five Cents Each. By Mail Thirty Cents, 





The “ YALE”? LOCKS, with new corrugated keys, are 
the most secure, durable, and convenient locks made. ‘hey 
are made for every purpose, and soid by all first-class hard- 





ware dealers, All genuine keys have the word “Yale” 2——— 
stamped on them, and are of the form and size illustrated [aa 


herewith, Send for Pocket Catalogue. 


THE YALE & TOWNE MFG. CO., 





STAMFORD, CONN.—NEW YORK, CHICAGO, PHILADELPHIA, BOSTON. 389 





PUCK’* LIBRARY 


ALL NEWSDEALERS. IO CTS. PER COPY. 


NO. L—THE NATIONAL GAME, ""ssbvess. 


BEING Puck’s Best THINGS 


NO. IL—THE SUMMER-BOARDER, "ssseuses "ets 


CREATURE. 


OUT AUGUST 15TH. 
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Spoitinc For a TRaDE. 

A-witness was being examined before a Da- 
kota Justice of the Peace, and-in the course of 
his testimony mentioned having said to the pris- 
oner at one time that he had a horse he Wanted 
to trade. 

‘‘Hey?” said the prosecuting attorney, who 
was conducting the examination: “‘was it that 
sor’] one of yours?” 

oe a 

“* Want to trade yet?” 

**Don’t care if 1 do—what you got?” 


‘He has n’t any thing that you want,” put in , 


the attorney for the defense: ‘‘if you want to | 


trade I can give you a mighty good show with 
my bay mare.” 

“‘Order in the court-room!” roared the Jus- 
tc:, waking up at this point: ‘‘what was the 
last testimony you gave?” 

“TI said I once met the prisoner and said to 
him: ‘ Bill, I’d like to trade you that sor’] mare 
o’ mine ay 

‘**Hold on a minute,” said the Justice: ‘you 
don’t want to trade your sor’! vet, I s’pose?”’ 

“I might if I got a good chance.” 

“Say,” continued the court: “if you mean 
business I can give you jest the slickest swap for 
that buckskin hoss of mine, an’ bout ten dollars 
to boot, that you ever seen! This court is ad- 
journed for one hour—come out to the barn and 
look my hoss over.”—Dakota Bell. 
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Advantages of Heating with a 


HOT WATER APPARATUS. 


[Continued from Page 393, Puck, No. 544.) 


FOURTH.—With Hot Water Apparatus some of the Radiators 
may be run at their full capacity, while others may be partly or 
entirely shut off, without causing noise or in any interfering with 
the perfect working of the system. (To be continued.) 


Send for Descristtive Catalogue and Circular to the 
GURNEY HOT WATER HEATER Co., 
237 FRANKLIN St., Boston, Mass. 

JOHN A. FISH, Managing Director. 


Works at East Boston. SeLuinc AGent, M. H. Jonnson, 
1,o Centre St., New Yorx City, N. Y. Rice & HITACRE 
Merc. Co., 42 & 44 W. Monroe Street, Cuicaco, Itt. 

Mention Puck. 


ESTABLISHED 1801, 


BENT &.C0O/’S 


Celebrated Hand-Made 


WATER CRACKERS. 


Guaranteed Easy of Digestion, Absolutely Pure. 


BENT & CO., Milton, Mass. 385 


MARVELOUS 


MEMORY 


Discov Ry. 

Wholly unlike Artificial Systems—Cure of Mind Wandering. Any book 
jearned in one reading. Great inducements to correspondence classes, 
Prospectus, with opinions in fall of MR. Proctor, the Astronomer, Hons. W. 

: Astor, JUDAH BKNJAMIN, Drs. MINOR, Woop, RKvV. FRANCIS B. DENIO, 
The Chitatian Advocate, MARK TWAKEIN, and others, sent post free by 


PROF. LOISETTE, 237 Fifth Avenue, N.Y. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, ty express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. ‘Try it once. 


Address ©, F. GUNTHER, Confectioner. 
191 212 State st., Chicago. 














Si achi 


COPENHAGEN CHERRY CORDIAL. 


PENSABLE IN EVERY HOUSEHOLD 
LE BY WINE MERCHANTS AND CROCERS 
THROUCHOUT THE UNITED STATES 


LUYTIES BROTHERS 
ENERAL ACENT 
NEW YORK 
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STROBIC CIRCLES 
INVENTED BY PROFESSOR SILYANUS P. THOMPSON, D.Sc, Bu. 





Ho» this Diagram by the right-hand bottom corner and 
give it a slight but rapid circular twisting motion, when 
each circle will separately revolve on its own axis. The inner 

_gogged wheel will be seen to revolve in an opposite direction. 


N.B.—Please place this in your Scrap Book. 


PEARS’ SOAP—Recommended and used by Mrs. Langtry for the complexion. 
PEARS’ SOAP—Recommended and used by Mad. Adelina Patti for the complexion. 
PEARS’ SOAP—Recommended and used by the late world-loved Henry Ward Beecher. 


PEARS’ SOAP—Makes the hands soft as velvet. 


Protected against Infringement and solely controlled by The Leadenhall Press, London, E. C. 











“THE MIDSUMMER PUCK.” 


THE MIDSUMMER PuCK is a worthy successor to the CiinistMAs Puck; in fact, it 
is a great improvement upon it. 

It contains thirty-four pages of literature and pictures. From an artistic stand- 
point it has never had a superior in this country. Its cartoons and color-pictures are 
finely executed, and the many small sketches in various tints are remarkable examples 
of mechanical skill. 

From a literary point of view it is also enjoyable. Its short bits are humorous, 
its poetry fits the season, and the longer sketches by ‘Ivory Black,” Philip H. Welch 
and H.C. Bunner are clever and interesting. 

The prize supplement is unique. It consists of the portraits of forty-cight celelwi- 
ties, which have been cut into two or three pieces, and combined into as many new 
faces. Five hundred dollars will be divided among those who successfully re-arrange 
the sections, making the original portraits. 

Received of the publishers, Keppler & Schwarzmann, New York. 

4 — Boston Times. 


50 CTS. PER COPY. ALL NEWSDEALERS. 
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Among those who mye to the merits of 
ALLCOCK’S POROUS PLASTERS are Mrs. 
Henry Ward Beecher, the Hon. Sam’! J. Ran- 
dall, Cyrus W. Field, Jr., the Hon. James W. 
Husted, Charles D. Fredricks, Henry King, 
Manager Seaside Sanitarium, Gen. John E. 
Mulford, George Augustus Sala, and Sisters of 
Charity, Providence Hospital, Washington, D.C. 

Beware of imitations and do not be deceived 
by misrepresentations 

Ask for ALLCock’s. and let no explanation or 
solicitation induce you to accept a substitute. 








BITTERS. 


f te flavor, now over the 
ep ge Ge Siena 
disorders of the Di 3. A few drops imparts delicious flavor 
to » glass ofcham to a all commer —_. wy it, 

or 
Sie ccnoaned by DE: Joe Fe cue ee 


d. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
41 BROADWAY &. ¥. 


wit — care 








He Souler 


SPLENDID ASSORTMENT 
OF 


WOOLENS 


FOR 
SUMMER WEAR 


FOR 
SEASIDE AND COUNTRY. 
SCOTCH CHEVIUTS, 
HOMESPUNS, 
ENGLISH SERGES, 
MOHAIRS, ETC. 


Suits to order from eo 2 ee ee © $20.00. 
eo FF so 4 88 € 5 00. 
45 = 147, Bowery, 
and 
771 Broadway, Corner Ninth Street, 
Samples and self-measurement rules mailed on application. 
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PUCK. 


A Variation oF Hoop. 


I remember, I remember, 
That boarding-house forlorn, 

The little window where the smell 
Of hash came in at morn. 

I mind the broken looking glass, 
The mattress like a rock, 

The servant girl from County Clare, 
Whose face would stop a clock. 


] remember, I remember, 
The gutta-percha hen 

They used to serve as chick of spring, 
To thirteen hungry men. 

We blasted it with dynamite, 
We vexed its boncs full sore, 

In vain; ’twas served up fricaseed, 
For two or three days more. 


I remember, I remember, 
The next room’s fiendish wight, 
Who practiced the B flat cornet 
From early morn till night. 
We stood his dreary ‘‘ Peek-a-boo,” 
“Sweet Violets” and more. 
But when he tried ‘‘ We Never Speak,” 
We wallowed in his gore. 


I remember, I remember, 
The lengthy weekly bill, 

Received by me with shudders and 
The symptoms of a chill. 

I also call to mind the night 
When no one was about, 

When into space I dropped my trunk, 
And through the dark skipped out. 

—Chicago Herald. 


A WELL-KNown and trustworthy citizen of 
Citra, Fla., saw a large alligator come out of the 
water, dash among a drove of hogs, take the best 
one in the lot and eat him. The rest of the hogs 
then rallied, attacked the alligator, killed him 
and ate him. That-the hogs should eat the alli- 
gator is not at all a matter of surprise; but any 


| man who has ever seen a Florida hog can realize 


to what a frenzied pitch of starving desperation 
the alligator must have been wrought.—Brook- 
lyn Eagle. 
Wuen lovely woman’s feet are sevens, 
And such a size’ her soul abhors, 
What does she, then?» Why, gracious heavens, 
She squeezes them in number fours. 





coor SANITAS” »=== 


The GREAT ENGLISH DISINFECTANT. 


The First Requisite in all Dweligs 


The most POWERFUL and PLEASANT of all 
PREPARATIONS in use. 


Fragrant, Non-poisgnous, does not stain Linen. 
“SANITAS” Disinfecting Fluid, for sprinkling 
about rooms, disinf linen, and 

general house use. 

**SANITAS” Disinfecting Powder, a powerful 
and pleaszut preparation for stables, 
kennels, ashbins, &c. 

“SANITAS”? Crude Disinfecting Fluid, a con- 
centrate form of **Sanitas,” to be di- 
luted with water for flushing drains, 
&e. 


“SANITAS” Disinfecting Oil, for fumigatines 
sick rooms, treatment of throat com- 
plaints, rheumatism and 


“Sanitas” Disinfecting Toilet and Laundry 
Soaps, &c., &e. 


THE REGULAR USE OF 


“ SANITAS,” THE BEST DISINFECTANT, and 


Deodorant, is a sure preventive of all contagious and 
infectious diseases. It is invaluable in the sick room. 


“ & PEOPLE'S HEALTH IS A NATION'S WEALTH.” 
“SANITAS” IS NATURE'S DISINFECTANT. 
To be had of aH Druggists and of the 
American & Continental “ Sanitas” Co., Ltd., 
636-642. West 55th street, N. Y. city. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of All 
RTOMACIL BLT TERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quart; and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, 
78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 
SERRA OREN ES 
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is sent /ree to any Address by 


























THE PUBLISHERS OF PUCK, 
New York. 





CHAMPION 


OF TWO CONTINENTS. 


An Interesting Comparison of 
THE WORLDS GREAT BREWERIES. 





Decidedly the greatest beer producing countries in the 
world are Germany and Austria, The manufacture of 
the national beverage and its consumption is a matter of 
investigation and comment for every traveler that has 
visited and written of those States. Many have gone be- 
hind the commercial feature of the industry, and have 
found in the production, fostered and protected as it is 
by the Government, .a solution of the stability of the 
people. The people themselves, instead of fretting under 
the ordinary cares of life that carry.more volatile neigh- 
bors into insurrection, absorb a philosophical quiet with the 
nectar of Gambrinus that saves them from the conse- 
quences of rashness. Small wonder that they cherish their 
colossal -Brauerein and that the Government fosters them, 

The last annual official statistical showing of the pro- 
duct in Germany and Austria has just been received here. 

According to this report, the output of the six leading 
breweries of Germany and Austria, in 1886, was the 
following: 





1. Spaten Brewery, Munich, — thaws Prop.). So 017 
2.:Anton Dreher, Vienna.. ea 

3. Liéwen Brewery, Munich.. 

4. St. Marx, Vienna........... ° 

. G, Pschorr, Munich....... 


Liesing Actien Brewery, Vienna.,.. 


Total, 1, 67: 0, 564, 


There are innumerable small establishments, but these 
six larger ones serve to give some idea of the magnitude 





of the industry in those countries. In the manufacture 
of the quantity of beer shown in the product of these six 
breweries, over one hundred and forty millions of pounds 
of malt were used. 

To those of our own community who are not tinged 
with prohibitory theories there will be some satisfaction 
in learning that St. Louis, Mo., has not only the largest 
brewery in this country, but the largest in the world. 

The Anheuser-Busch Brewing Association, in the 
period covered by the official report from which the 
above is taken, manufactured and sold 13,120,000 gallons 
of beer, equaling 


410,000 Barrels, 


an excess of more than 10 per cent, above the production 
of the Spaten Brewery of Munich, the largest European 
brewery,. Experts in the manufacture of beer. are not 
slow to say that the quality, also, of the Anheuser-Busch 
beer ‘excels that of its European rival in about the’same 
ratio. This opinion is not only that of American judges, 
but in-every European exposition in which the beer of 
the Anheuser-Busch Brewing Association has come into 
competition with that of all the above-named breweries, 
it has been awarded the first premium. In every Euro- 
pean capital medals have been given to them showing 
that they surpassed all other exhibitors in the quality of 
the beer manufactured. These awards have not been 
merely occasional, but record a succession of triumphs. 
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How to Cure 
Skin & Scalp 
Diseases 
with the 
CuTIcuRA 
REMEDIES. 


ORTURING, DISFIGURING, ITCHING, scaly and pimply 
diseases of the skin, scalp and blood with los: of hair, from in- 
fancy to old age, are cured by the Cuticura REMEDIES. 


CuticuraA REsotvent, the N w Blovd Purifier, cleanses the 
blo d a d perspiration of di+ease-sustaining elements, and thus 
removest e€ cause. 

Curicura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays itching and 
inflammation, clears the skin and scalp of crusts, scales and sores, 
and restores the hair. 

Curicura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier, is indispensable 
in treating skir diseases, haby humors, skin blemishes, chapped 
and oily skin. CuTicura Remeptes are the great skin beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, ( uTIcURA, 50c.; Soap, 25c.; ReE- 
SOLVENT, $1. Prepared by the Potrek DruG AND CHeMIcAL Co., 
Boston Mass. 

Bae Send for ‘“‘ How to Cure Skin Disease 
Tl ~ with the loveliest delicacy is the skin bathed with 

CuticuraA Mepicatep Soap. 





GRAND CHAMPAGNE. 
FELIX JACQUIN, 
EPERNAY, FRANCE. 
li Highest Grade Imported. 
L. E. WILMERDING, 


a \ GENERAL AGENT, 





‘Private Club” 








No. 3 South William Street, N. Y. City. | 





Sus-AGENCIEs. 
W. H, Jones & Co., Boston, Mass. 
Augustus Merino & Co., Phila., Pa. 
W. C. Beetcnenow, Newark, N. J. 
H. J. Reynolds, New Haven, Conn. 
Geo. W. Walker, Brooklyn, N, Y. 
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‘ANOTHER mine goes to the wall,” said a | 
gentleman standing on the sidewalk to a friend, 
as a lawyer \.ho is interested in iron mining 
stock was passing. 

“What mine is that?” asked the lawyer. 

“*Kalsomine,” answered the old joker, as he 
dodged behind a cigar sign, while the lawyer 
went off, looking over his shoulder, mad enough 
to fight. —Peck’s Sun. 

**Expan, yo’ fo’got yo’ yumbrel, an’ I run all | 
de way arter yo’ wid it.” | 

** An’ yo’ hain’ los’ yo’ breaf nudder, hej yo’? | 
I tole yo’ yo’ gv'an mek a preacher some day ef | 
yo’ lives.” —Harper’s Bazar. | 





A YOUNGSTER sat watching his mother while 
she “‘ pitted” cherrics. She inadvertently passed 
one without removing the stone. Hopeful im- 
mediately picked it out with the remark: 

“*Here’s one you didn’t unbutto~, mama.” — 
Chicag) Tribune. 

Lirrte Girt (/o guest at dinner ),—Are you 
English, Mr. Wynn-Pell? 

2 Mr. Wywn-Pett.—Yes, my dear. Do you 
like English people? 

Lirrte Grrt.—Oh, yes. Our servants are 
all English. Mama says they are more respect- 
ful than Irish servants.—Chécago Mail. 


Emp.oyer (fo new clerk ).—Did n’t I see you 
coming out of a billiard saloon last night? 

New Cuerk (frightened ).—Ye-yes, sir. 

Emptoyer.—Y ou play billiards, then? 

New Cierx.—Ye-yes, sir. 

Emptorer.—Well, after we close up Ill go 
around and play you a game for the drinks, I’m 
something of a player myself.—Chicago Mai. 





If you make it a rule to flavor all ycur cold drinks with ten or 
fifteen drops of Angostura Bitters you will keep free from 
Malaria and Summer Diseases, and have your dig: stive organs in 
rood order. But be sure you g-t the genuine article, manufactured 
only by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 








If your Druggist does 


WILLIAMS’ 


shaving. Address. 





SHAVING 
STICK, 


Send 25cts. in Stamps or Currency 
and receive it post-paid by mail. — 
Try this article if you would experi- 
ence Ease, Comfort and Pleasure 
—in the usually irksome task of 


The J. B. WILLIAMS CoO., 
Glastonbury, Conn. 


FOR 50 YEARS MAKERS OF THE FAMOUS | 
“GmNUINE YANKEEE SHAVING Soap. 


not keep 














THE TWENTY-FIRST VOLUME OF PUCK 


will be completed August 24th. 


The TITLE PAGE and INDEX for the same will be ready on 
or about the same date, and will be sent to any address free of charge. 


Volumes of Puck are bound in our bindery in the most approved 


style at 


$1.05 for cloth binding, and 
$2.00 for half-morocco binding. 
Loose Volumes, the copies of which are in perfect condition, are 
exchanged for dound Volumes at same rate. 

To readers of Puck who prefer to have their Volumes bound by 
their own binder, we offer and recommend our handsome and durable 
CLOTH COVERS FOR BINDING PUCK. 

Prick, 75:. By Matt, $1.00. 


(See our announcement on page 1o5 of Puck, No. 526.) 
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LL THE AMERICAN CYCLES 
DESCRIPTIVE CATALOGUE 
ONAPPLICATION. 
Sj \pORMULLYa J 


<-MFG.CO.=<- 
CHICAGO, kt. *2 






BOWERY BAY BEACH. 


The most beautiful and povular family summet 
resort, with excellent fishing, boating, bathing. 
Accessible byelegant summer horse cars from 92d 
8t. ferry in 20 minutes. Fare 10 cents, including 
ferriag:; and from Hunter’s Point ferries in 40 
minutes Car frre 10 cents. Also bv steamboats 
direct to Grand Pier. See principal daily papers 


yOZZONI's 


COMPLEXION 


rts a brilliant transparency to the skin. Re 
moves all pimples, freckles and discolorations. Por 
sale by all first-class druggist, or mailed for 50 cts, 


in stamps.» 
JA. POZZONI 114 
@ 8t. Louls, Mo, 


CLUETT’S 
CROWN 


wy A 
AND , 


SS 
SHIRTS |.«. 
ARE THE BEST. 






















PROSPECT BREWERY, 
Cor, Eleventh and Oxford Streets, 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 

Nhe highly Celebrated 
BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is particularly adapted to |.xport in Barrels as 
well as in Bottles Its k*eping qualities are unsurpasse:!. We 
also recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 
as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Mait in 
existence, 709 


TAPE WORMS 


Removed in two hours. Permanent Cure Guaranteed. Estab- 


lished 14 years. A. W. ALLEN, 604 Granp Sr., New Yor 





THE MIDSUMMER PUCK ....... . ode, 
PUCK’S LIBRARY, I, il, each........ 10¢. 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK, I, II, III, each.. .25¢, 


| One copy MIDSUMMER PUCK, 


rT ‘© PUCK’S LIBRARY, To one 
I or II, Address 
6 PICKINGS FROM PUCK, Tbe. 
I, Il or III, 
One copy MIDSUMMER PUCK, 
Two copies PUCK’S LIBRARY, To one 
I and ITI, (adress 
Three copies PICKINGS FROM PUCK, $1.25. 


one each, I, Ii and III Crop, 
By mail only, from 


THE PUBLISHERS OF PUCK, 


NEW York. 


O is published every Wednesday, 
wcKh is loc, per copy, of all Newsdealers. 
The Subscription-Price of PUCK 18 


FOUR DOLLARS FOR ONE YEAR. 
TWO DOLLARS FOR 6 MONTHS. 
ONE DOLLAR FOR 3 MONTHS. 


Payable in advance. 


Subscriptions are taken by all Booksellers, News 
dealers, 3rd and 4th class Postmasters, and 


Tue PUBLISHERS OF PucK, PucK Building, N. Y. 














**John Sherman 


has put his foot 
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AND THERE HE WILL STICK! 
on the first round of the ladder that leads to the Presidency.”—Phéla. Call. 

















